CHAPTER 15 


APRIL 25, 2011 


“Jesus, you look like shit today.” 


Justin had just made his way to the usual meeting spot at Junes when Yosuke piped 
up about his appearance. Normally Justin would have had a witty remark about how 
Yosuke always looked like shit, or something along those lines, but quite frankly he 
agreed. He felt like shit, that’s for damned sure. 


“| didn’t get much sleep last night...” 


He usually didn’t get much sleep at night normally, but there was something about 
last night in particular that made him particularly restless. Hell, he had slept 
through almost the entirety of school and he still felt like he hadn’t slept for days. 
And yet, a lack of sleep seemed to be the least of his problems. He knew exactly 
why he hadn't been able to sleep, he had been having a strange dream for the 
entirety of the night. He didn’t really understand what was going on, but... it felt so 
real, like he had been awake the entire time. 


“This isn’t because of that incident yesterday, right?” 
“My head is fine, Chie.” 
“W-wait, incident?” 


“Yeah, Yosuke, an incident; because you two were busy hanging out with your 
friends from basketball, | ended up getting kicked in the face by Chie.” 


Justin paused for a second. That wasn’t what he meant to say, and it certainly 
wasn’t the way he meant to say it. He wasn’t even sure why he responded that way, 
Yosuke hadn’t said anything particularly stupid yet, and Chie was probably going to 
start worrying out of her mind now. Given the looks of the rest of the group around 
him, they weren’t sure whether to be pissed or shocked, Yu and Yosuke especially, 
considering they were unaware of Chie’s plans to spar that day. Justin rested his 
forehead in the palms of his hand, eyes closed, fingers sweeping his hair back. 


“Sorry. I’m just a little out of it today.” 
“Dude, no kidding. What happened?” 

“Just had a bad dream last night. It’s nothing.” 
“Doesn't sound like nothing.” 


“It’s NOTHING.” 


The dream seemed too strange to Justin for it to be nothing, but quite frankly he 
didn’t want to talk about it. He didn’t even want to so much as think about it. He 
just wanted to pretend it never happened and move on with his life. Looking around 
the table, it seemed no one quite believed him, but Justin couldn’t give less of a 
fuck. So long as they stopped talking about it, he’d be fine. There was silence in the 
air for a brief moment before Yosuke changed the subject. 


“So... uh... H-How’d you do on the make-up test?” 

“Hm? Oh that thing. | don’t know, he hasn’t graded it yet.” 
“Well how’d you think you did?” 

“Alright, | guess...” 


It was hard to tell if Justin was just really out of it today, or if he was lacking in 
confidence for his performance on the test. Could have been a little of both, either 
way, it was difficult for the others to strike up conversation with him. 


“Are you sure you’re alright?” 
“For the last fucking time-“ 


Justin paused. He had snapped pretty badly actually. Jesus, he didn’t remember a 
thing about his dream, and yet was it so bad that it was making him this irritable? 
All he remembered was a girl, maybe around twelve or so. Everything else seemed 
to be covered by smoke, or fog, or SOMETHING. Justin sighed, he wasn’t getting 
anywhere with this, yet he couldn’t get it out of his mind, and clearly everyone else 
was suffering because of it. 


“I’m sorry... Maybe | should just go...” 
“Huh? It’s okay. Honest!” 
“No. No it’s not.” 


Justin puffed some hot air our before getting out of his seat. The rest of the group 
looked at him with worried eyes, but he didn’t care. He knew they’d be fine once he 
left anyway. He slowly made his way out of the food court, the sounds of the others 
trying to beckon him back being lost in the roar of the crowd. 


“Geeze... What’s gotten into him today?” 
“It must have been a really bad dream...” 


Yosuke sighed. They pretty much hated each other’s guts, but even then he 
couldn’t stand seeing him like this. He looked completely depressed. 


“Maybe we should go look for him...” 


“Il don’t know, Chie, | think he just needs some time alone.” 
“| think he needs help sorting this all out.” 
“Seriously, just... just give him some time.” 


Chie was surprised to see Yosuke so opposed to the idea of her trying to find Justin. 
She knew the two didn’t like each other, but this just seemed low to her. 


“Look, if you don’t want to come that’s fine, but I’m going to make sure he’s 
alright.” 


“Chie...” 
“Don’t ‘Chie’ me. I’m going, and that’s that.” 


Chie pushed her way out of the chair, nearly knocking it over in the process. Yosuke 
only gave her a disapproving glance. He knew nothing he could say to her would 
change her mind, but that didn’t mean he approved. Looking over at Yu, it seemed 
he wasn’t sure how to feel about this entire situation. It mattered not, however. 
Chie made her way out the food court, hoping to catch up with Justin. 


It took hours of walking around town before Chie eventually managed to find Justin 
in his house. In retrospect, that probably should have been the first place she 
looked, but she figured maybe he needed to get some air. She ran up to the door to 
knock on it, but when she banged her fist against the door, it seemed to push open. 
At first she thought it was Justin opening the door, but she soon realized the door 
had simply been left unlocked and had opened because she had banged on it. She 
slowly pushed the door open, making her way inside the house, when the sound of 
music hit her ears. 


It was faint, but she could clearly make out a guitar and some words. It was most 
likely Justin doing his thing on guitar, so she could use the music as a way to find 
the source. As she gently made her way into the house, she noticed the house 
seemed to be torn apart. Pillows were thrown around the entrance, loose papers 
scattered across the counter. Chie slowly made her way to the counter, careful not 
to let Justin hear her from wherever he was. She didn’t want him to think that she 
was trying to break into his house or anything. After slowly creaking over to the 
counter, her eyes fell upon the crumpled up paper thrown around. It was a list of 
names, all of them scratched out with pen, save for one. 


Maya? Who’s Maya? 


Chie averted her eyes from the paper. There would be plenty of time to decipher 
what the names meant. At the moment, she was more concerned about Justin. The 
way the couch pillows had been thrown around certainly didn’t ease her mind. She 


slowly made her ways up the steps to the source of Justin’s guitar playing. She was 
careful not to let any of the stairs creak as she made her way up to his bedroom on 
the second floor, even more careful to make sure she was out of sight when she 
noticed the door to his room wasn’t completely closed. She pressed up against wall 
for a brief moment before making her way towards the door crack. 


She made a quick glance inside before hiding her head behind the door once more. 
Justin was definitely in his room, and sure enough the sound of music that filled the 
air was stemming from his guitar. Listening to the strings ring on the guitar, it had 
been one of the most beautiful, and yet the saddest melody Chie had ever heard. 
She could barely make out what Justin was singing at first, he was practically 
mumbling, but she seemed to have an easier time making it out as he went along. 


Yesterday 

All my troubles seemed so far away, 

Now it looks as though they’re here to stay, 
Oh | believe, in yesterday. 

Suddenly. 

I’m not half the man | used to be. 

There’s a shadow hanging over me. 

Oh yesterday came suddenly. 


Chie continued listening. She had never heard the song before, yet, she felt as 
though her heart grew a little heavy hearing the words come from Justin’s mouth. 
How could a song so beautiful make her feel so sad inside? 


Why she had to go, | don’t know, she wouldn't say. 
| said something wrong, now | long for yester- 


Justin suddenly seemed to strike a sour note. It was rather obvious he had 
accidently played the wrong note, much to his very visible anger. 


“FUCK!” 


He quickly pulled the guitar off of his shoulder and practically hurled it across the 
room. The guitar broke in two as it bounced off against the wall, the neck snapping 
off the body of the guitar. Chie had never seen Justin so angry before, let alone over 
something as silly as hitting the wrong note. She took a quick glance at the rubble 
of the guitar before making her way into the room. It was a nice guitar, or at least, it 
was before Justin had broken it. She almost felt bad about it, even if it was entirely 


Justin’s fault. As she poked her head through the crack in the door, Justin had his 
head pressed inside of his palms 


“| thought it was beautiful.” 


Justin removed his head from his palms, his eyes wide with surprise as he saw Chie 
standing in the crack of the door. 


“How the hell did you get in my house?” 


This wasn’t the playful Justin, or the bitterly sarcastic Justin Chie had come to know. 
He was visibly angered by Chie’s presence in his house at the moment. It almost 
scared Chie to see him like this. 


“W-well the front door was open and | wanted to make sure you were alright so-“ 
“Well I’m fine!” 


Chie paused for a minute, thinking back on what Yosuke had said; how Justin 
probably just needed some time. Maybe he was right; she had never seen Justin get 
so worked up over silly little things like this. It was frightening the way his voice 
rasped with anger, how his glare seemed to pierce through her very heart. She 
averted eye contact for a brief moment, instead choosing to look around the room 
at the mess Justin had made. On top of the broken guitar, there seemed to be 
pillows and blankets thrown abound, and more than a few articles of clothes thrown 
haphazardly across the floor. There was an open drawer, though it was completely 
empty. It took a while before Justin eventually broke the silence. 


“Look, just... just leave me alone.” His voice wasn’t as angry anymore, though he 
seemed physically pained by something. 


“Is all this about that dream?” 


Justin paused a moment, looking down towards the ground before letting out some 
hot air from his cheeks. 


“Yeah.” 


Chie made her way over to the bed Justin had been sitting on, taking a seat next to 
him. She had half expected for him to start flipping out on her again, but instead he 
just remained silent, eyes examining the floorboards below him. 


“What happened?” 
“| don’t really remember much, but... there was this girl...” 


“A... girl?” 


“She looked like she was around twelve, maybe thirteen. She had short black hair 
and hazel eyes and... she was wearing a hoodie, kind of like mine.” 


Chie paused for a moment. A /ittle girl? Wait, maybe... 

“Maya?” 

“| see you've been shifting through my shit.” 

“Well, everything was thrown around and | was concerned, so...” 


“Yeah... It took a bit of thinking, but | remember seeing that little girl before. We 
used to know each other when | was younger, back in California.” 


“What was she like?” 


“| don’t really remember. Everything’s a blur about her... | remember she gave me 
a chain a while back, it had dog tags with both of our names on it, but...“ 


Chie paused for a moment. So that’s why all these clothes are thrown around. He 
was trying to find the chain. 


“You couldn’t find it.” 


“Right. | was hoping maybe her dog tag would remind me something about her, but 
that only really works if | can find it.” 


“I can help you find it if you want.” 
“Don’t bother; | tore up this entire house looking for it. It’s not here.” 


Chie looked at him with saddened eyes. She was almost heartbroken that she 
couldn’t really help him with his problems. | mean, she didn’t know a thing about 
this Maya person, so it’s not like she could really help him in that department. A 
brief moment of silence passed before discussion started up again. 


“Sorry about your guitar.” 


Justin lifted his eyes for a brief moment to take a look at the damage he caused. It 
hadn’t really struck him until now that had broken the thing in two. 


“Well, there goes my lunch for the next few months.” 


Chie had half expected him to smirk like he usually did, but instead found only a 
frown as he lowered his head slightly. 


“What was that song you were playing?” 


“Yesterday. It’s a Beatles song.” 


” 


“It sounded wonderful, but it was so... Sad... 
“Well it IS a break-up song.” 

“Were you and Maya... you know?” 

“What? No. | would have remembered if we were.” 

“How come you were playing it then?” 

“| was trying to keep my mind off of this Maya shit. It didn’t really work apparently.” 
“Maybe you should have tried something a little happier then.” 

“Maybe.” 


There was an awkward pause in discussion between the two, before Justin piped up 
once again. 


“If it’s alright, | think | need some time alone.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Well... alright then... I’ll call you later to see how you're doing.” 
“I'll be fine. | promise.” 

“I’m holding you to that.” 


Chie slowly made her way out of the room. She didn’t want to leave, but it actually 
might do Justin some good just to calm down and think. She was about to make her 
way outside the door when she hesitated for a moment. She reached into her 
pocket and pulled out some money, slipping it onto the counter, a note underneath 
it. 


Maybe this will help with the guitar :) - CHIE 


She knew Justin would probably give her shit about it tomorrow, but she didn’t 
really care as she pushed her way through the door and back outside. 


